
your wife nurse a child through measles? That
teaches a lot. And this is a childhood phase of
Filipino development and must be patiently nursed
through."
On their recent travels, Mr. Taft, who is most ap¬

preciative of color and distinction in feminine attire,
would frequently urge the purchase of elaborate
costumes, only to find Mrs. faft smilingly shaking
her head.

At Home in the White House

AXD now* in the White House all the expenditures
from their private income are reviewed and set¬

tled bv Mrs. Taft. Yet in the family life there is no
hint of a strong minded "good manager" in the
Xew England sense. It is simply a happy fellowship.

Mrs. Taft's hair dresser is quite accustomed to a

tap at the door as her evening's work is in progress,
and the appearance of the President, who enters
with plavful comment as to whether his "hat is on

straignt" or there is a "wrinkle in his bodice."
President Taft does not take any meal between

the half-past eight breakfast and dinner; but it is
always announced to him when Mrs. Taft goes to
luncheon, and if possible he tears himself away from
official duties and conferences and goes to sit with
her and the children, when they are at home.

Unless there is a formal entertainment, dinner in
the White House is at seven-thirty, and if the Presi¬
dent and Mrs. Taft are alone they go afterward to
their upstairs sitting room, and the President finds
an easy chair and Mrs. Taft, who is a skilled pianist,
plays to him.

If a few personal friends have been asked to din¬
ner, the dinner company generally adjourns to the
red drawing room, the least formal of the state suite,
and if the weather permits they wander out upon
the broad top of the portico stretching toward the
eastern gate entrance. This, with its border of lights
and shrubbery along the balustrade, has greatly
taken President Taft's fancy. "What a splendid
place to give hot weather dinners! Let's do it!" he
exclaimed boyishly to Mrs. Taft and the guests with
whom he first explored this open air addition to the
White House.

Both the President and Mrs.
Taft take the greatest pleasure
in the White House as a
beautiful American home, out¬
side the official honor their
residence there brings. At one
of the first White House teas
that Mrs. Taft gave, a Con¬
gressman turned his greeting
facetiously:

" How do you like the new
house, now that moving dav is
over?"

" Well, who wouldn't lie
happy here?" exclaimed the
White House hostess sincere¬
ly, and added with frank seri¬
ousness, "And I want everyone
to know how I appreciate it!"
Under this administration

there have been as yet no

sweeping alterations in the
decoration of the White
House; but there have never
been so many flowers used in
everyday decoration, as well
as in formal entertaining, and
the effect is as if the whole in¬
terior had been refurbished.
When President Taft is con¬

sulted as to the details for any
White House function, he
says, "All right, so long as
there are plenty of flowers.".
And he takes Mrs. Taft to in¬
spect the conservatories of
tne botanical and propagat¬
ing gardens with the interest
of a gentleman farmer pre¬
paring to exhibit at the State
Fair.
The Favorite Cow and Dog
."PHE White House Jersey* has become so faithful a
landmark, browsing over her
preserve to the south of the
\Var, State, and Navy Build¬
ing, that the other day a guide on the sightseeing
van didn't look as he shouted, "To vour right is
President Taft's pet cow!" When his audience
laughed he did look. The cow was not in sight;
but a fluffy collie trotted across the lawn, and the
resourceful guide substituted, "That is President
Taft's pet dog!"

But it was not; for President Taft does not own a
dog, and the White House cat is not a cherished
Persian beauty to coil itself ornamentally among the
college pillows in Miss Taft's very collegey room,
but a plain, practical cat, as it were, following below
stairs the pursuit of which cats are ordained, accord¬
ing to our First Readers.

It is very interesting to read about a clever mon¬
key picked up at Panama or an educated parrakeetfrom the Philippines; but the fact remains that the
only "live" acquisition from President Taft's travels
is his Filipino valet, Monaco Lopez. In the opinionof the other White House servants, Monaco is
"enough and plenty"; for his estimate of himself is
based on three items of distinction, anyone of which,

it may be seen, would render him superior to the
authority of even upper servitors in the White
House household.
Monaco is filled with the consciousness that he

hails from Northern Luzon, the Philippine equivalent
for "First Families of Virginia." Then, he is being
sent to night school by Mr. Taft, and above all he
is the personal servant of the President, paid from his
own pocket, and therefore properly scornful of sug¬
gestion of conduct from those who "b'long Govern¬
ment," as, of course, certain of the twenty-six in
White House domestic service do trace their hire.
Mrs. Taft as diplomatist in chief is often appealed to
in Monaco's insubordination, and when she has
spoken in his own language (she mastered many of
the dialects as well as Spanish in the Philippines) and
explained that no more shall his clever hands shave
the President, nor shall he be permitted adroitly to
care for the President's clothes, Monaco's servility is
abject; for the little brown man burns in his heart a

lamp of worship for President Taft.
The President is very fond of his horses. His large

saddle horse noses confidently for sugar after each
afternoon's canter, and the other horses are brought
from the White House stables frequently for the
President's inspection.

Bulletins to the Children
rP*) Robert at Yale, and Helen as freshman at Bryn

Mawr, and Charlie at the Taft School in Con¬
necticut, go regular bulletins of the favorite horse's
condition, together with counsel in their college and
school work, reminiscences of his own school days,
political stories,.long letters written by their father,
who is also President of the United States. And the
answers to these letters the President considers his
choicest reading; particularly those from the daugh¬
ter, for Helen Taft has inherited her father's sense of
humor, is more like him temperamentally than
either of the boys. Her letters are extremely bright,
and the President rereads them and chuckles over
them when he has settled down in his library for a

quiet time before going to bed.the walls of this
sanctum being mosaicked above the low bookcases

Mr. Taft and Family at Hot Springs, in February. 1909.

with framed photographs of infinitely varied char¬
acter. This is President Taft's one fad,.the col¬
lection of a pictorial review of the events in his
career.

There are pictures of the celebrated commissions
on which he has served; pictures of Cabinet meet¬
ings; a photograph of his father and mother fur
wrapped in a Russian sleigh, taken during his father's
mission at St. Petersburg; there are court groups and

?ictures of the rulers in whose hospitality President
aft has moved; and then, like any other father,

he has pictures and pictures and pictures of his chil¬
dren.

Watches Them at School

VJT7HILE the President's smile was famed in the
family circle long before it became a public

magnet, and his children have always been made to
feel that father was a "good fellow," with whom to
share a school joke, his serious inquiry into their
school records is no joke.
A man who had worked for years politically close

to Mr. Taft once told me that he had never
known anyone possessed of such kindly good nature.
"And yet." he added, "the best thing about Taft is
that he is so splendidly human and can get so

royally, effectually mad when the occasion de¬
mands."

This characteristic, being translated from political
campaigning into disciplinary measures of the home,
means that President Taft's children have been
made to understand that the father who shares their
fun also expects certain standards of them, and
school work not attended to conscientiously is at the
expense of his approval.Right after his nomination by the Chicago con¬
vention, Mr. Taft declared at the family breakfast
table that he didn't know whether that good news
or the word that his daughter had just passed first
in the Bryn Mawr entrance examination pleased him
most, and Helen Taft was made to feel that she had
helped reap the family honors.
On the other hand, last year, when the younger

boy was still a public school pupil in Washington, he
was discovered frowning over his monthly report.
A sympathetic chum looked over his shoulder at the
card.

"That's not so bad," the friend cheered.
"Xo-o," conceded Charlie; "but I wish I'd done

better."
" But your mother always signs, I see, and it's

easier when mothers sign," suggested the wily class¬
mate.

"Yes, mother'll sign; but father'll ask about it,"
replied Charlie Taft seriously.

There are those who will smile over this picture of
Charlie Taft as amenable to any discipline, even

parental; for if ever there was a personification of
the American Boy with independence of speech and
action raised to the «th power, it is Charlie Taft.
But, bewilderingly alert and obvious as this young
man may be, there has never been allowed a "don't
care" attitude toward his mental development. For
ten years Mr. Taft has been engaged in the most
varied of political careers, and Mrs. Taft has gone
with him from the Philippines to Cuba, from Wash¬

ington to Panama, from
Washington to Washington
by way of Japan, Russia,
Germany, and France, and
Charlie Taft, now only twelve,
has been with his parents in
most of this travel and foreign
sojourn.
To expect a conventional

development of childhood
under these conditions would
be absurd; yet with his
father's taste as guide the boy
has read all of Dickens and
Thackeray and a large amount
of history and biography.
Then Charlie and his mother
have been boon companions,
and contact with Mrs. Taft's
unusually fine mind has been,
as was said of another his¬
toric woman, equivalent to a

diploma in the fine arts. But
the President has wisely re¬
frained from attempting to
curb strong individuality.
Pluck and a sense of justice
a boy must have, he esteems.
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The Son Charlie
URING the Pacific cross¬

ing in President Taft's
last trip round the world, a

boy considerably older and
bulkier than Charlie persist¬
ently nagged the youngster,
until one day on deck the
enraged Charles flew to sudden
combat with his bully. Mr.
Taft and a distinguished army
officer happened on the scene
of action in their promenade.
Charles appeared to be get¬
ting the worst of it. His
nose appeared to have been
the bullseye and his adversary
of uncommonly accurate aim.
But Mr. Taft deliberately
turned away and surveyed the

horizon, and presently the distinguished army officer,
passing close to the combatants, whispered. "Grit
your teeth, Charlie, and don't give in!" And Charlie
rose to victory and earned an unmolested voyage, as
his father intended he should.
Sometime ago Charlie joined a secret society of

school "boy bandits" in Washington and his initia¬
tion included a risky climb and midwinter immersion
in a fountain basin. Last spring as a veteran mem¬
ber he prescribed for the victim a walk around the
White I louse roof as near to the edge as the gutter.
Somebody told on him, and the President sent for
Charlie. Charlie repeated his story.

"Well, that seems fair," remarked President Taft
in his placid way, and the incident was buried forth¬
with.
A charming glimpse of the comradeship between

the President and this son Charlie was given the
other night at one of the theaters. When the father
entered the stage box he bowed his acknowledgment
of the applause that greeted him; but immediately

Continued on page 18


